AFTER   EVEREST
lies about his treatment during the night may make all the
difference between life and death. Here is a little girl with
typhoid, the only child of her parents, and very gravely ill.
Perhaps we can save her, and if we don't do just the
right thing her poor mother and father will be childless.
So she has got to be visited. In the next ward is a woman
who broke her leg and went to a quack doctor; she is
horribly septic, as well as restless, and we know that her
one chance is in perfect rest. So the nurses get ready some
plaster of Paris, and we have to spend half an hour giving
her the only thing which can afford her complete rest—a
well-fitting, solid jacket of plaster round her leg. In the
morning she is better beyond all our expectations, saved by
the rest which perfect fixation alone can give, and which she
wouldn't have got if we had gone home in time for dinner.
At last, all is finished, and out comes a pipe from my
pocket. I never smoke in hospital, and the pipe is a sign
that I'm off home, and won't see anyone else. All the
way up the road I am followed—and sometimes rather
pestered—by some relation of an operation case put down
for to-morrow, who wants to bargain about the fee. We
would like to do it for nothing, but the hospital has to be
run, and if we cut down fees we must cut down expenses
also. That means fewer patients, or a poorer quality of
treatment. So we refuse to bargain, and the patient's
friend thinks we are horribly hard-hearted and grasping.
Never mind—we can't bother about what people think.
" The show " has got to come first. It is no charity to do
things for nothing for the rich, and thus to have to send
some poor sufferer away. Having got rid of this corn-
plainer, I find another grouser at my gate. His is a trivial
grievance and can be set right to-morrow.
At last, I get on to the veranda, and there I find my
wife having a garland put round her neck by a grateful
patient and Ms family. There is another of these floral
tributes waiting for me, and a polite present of a few
mangoes. I wish the patients wouldn't spend money on
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